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upstairs.   Go and get it.   On the mantelpiece in the bed-
room."

It was some little time before Mr. Bentley came down again.
As Elsie had intended him to do, he found the corkscrew,
the bottle, the sovereign, just as he had left them.   He sat j
on the bed, puzzling out the implications of this.   When '
they fully broke upon his mind, by no means a dull one, he
gave a low whistle.   Then he pocketed the sovereign and
went slowly and thoughtfully down to the sitting-room.   He
and Elsie exchanged a long glance.   He said inadequately :
" I'm sorry.   I was tight/'

" I know that/' she said. " So was I." And more
briskly : " Well, have a bite of food. And then you'd better
be going."

Mr. Bentley seemed overwhelmed by the generosity of
her forgiveness. "Look," he said. "Come out and eat a
meal with me. We'll go somewhere first-rate. And then
we'll go on to a show. It'll do you good."

The idea of behaving himself, spending a sensible evening
with this lovely girl, seemed suddenly commendable. He
looked so anxious, crestfallen, as he awaited her reply, that
she laughed gaily. "All right," she said. "Cheer up."

He was expansive, almost garrulous, as they dined. They
took their meal in the grill-room of the best hotel in the city.
Mr. Bentley drank nothing but water. Elsie followed this
excellent example. " I ought to leave it alone altogether,"
Mr. Bentley explained. "When I've had a few, I go as
cracked as a cuckoo. My job leads me into it." He explained
that he was a writer of gossip about the theatre, and that
this involved too much giving and taking of drinks. Not, of
course, that he was going to remain a gossip-writer. He was
going to write books, or plays, or both, lead a sensible life,
swear ofi the drink. He appeared, indeed, this evening to
be an ambitious exemplary young man. He had a free pass
for the theatre, which was no distance away. They had but
to walk across a street and they were there. Had they walked
across the street five minutes sooner or five minutes later,
much might have been different in the life of Elsie Dillworth.
As it was, they crossed just at the moment when Mr.
Dillworth, who liked to spend his Saturday nights in town,
emerged from a bar and let the swing-door fall behind him.
He stayed rooted where he was, out of their sight. At first,
seeing them come out of the hotel, he could not believe